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cNot one hour, unless you buy it; the owner is waiting
round the corner.'
'You can take it back to him, then, I would not use the
repulsive thing.'
He had to explain what I must do to set him at liberty,
for the springs were strong and tightly clasped 5 and I was
glad to see the last of him and his machine, which, had I
consented to avail myself of it, might have led me to the
gallows.
Miss Charpillon waited a fortnight for an answer to her
letter, and then came to seek it herself in a sedan-chair. I
was sitting quietly taking my chocolate, and I did not get
up or offer her any. She asked me for some, and modestly
held up her face to be kissed, but I turned my head away.
Terhaps you don't care to see the marks of the blows you
gave me,' she said.
cYou lie! I never struck you!'
Terhaps not, but your tiger's claws have left bruises all
over my body.' Saying this she unfastened her bodice, and
showed me livid spots on her neck and shoulders*
Coward that I was! why did I not turn away my eyes?
I pretended not to take any notice, but I must have looked
very ridiculous; this little girl was more than a match for
me, though I had fed myself on the wisdom of the an-v
cients. She knew well enough that I was taking in the
poison of her glances at every pore.
She talked for two hours and persuaded me that her
mother was to blame for what had happened; that if she
could be with me as she was with Morosini, clear of her
family—I must make her mother an allowance, for she was
not of age—all would be well. I said I would ask her
mother all the same, and she seemed surprised. She dined
with me, and I believe that that day she would have refused
me nothing. I did not ask. Why? Because I felt that, to a
certain extent, she was in the position of a criminal before
her judge, and perhaps also because I chose to behave like
a fool, as I have done many times in my life. She was cross

